energy 37 ^ tn7 s7^ bne 3 ynt 

3 - r gy 3 ^P fttn7 ^ flY s ^P ftfch7 

he 3 i 3 37 , he3i3 s 7 nerS7 sy nerS 7 2 

£.» "”1 Riot of T P P 1 I3 ss 


Hfflr yy*i .-nt 

a^Pfesis „ * 





>5 t 


3 


^w. ^iw ^35 
: ^>’: 5 


3 ^t h 

^ 3 


5 i: 


*J 

^Kt 


*. ->» >n ' 1 ’ 

* 8 t a 


8 ^ t K 




9 >. 
















































<*« ,0 *-S» ^B*t h »*,. 

a a <>i> 

^h, ‘S, ‘•■t, ’•“x 

a >ru 


A Riot of Type 


$$$$$ 


Not in books only, but in life also, these separating activi¬ 
ties may prepare for new reunions and new comradeships, 
new colleagueships and new collaborations: for science and 
history in outlook-tower and museum, for art in studio, in 
school, and exhibition, in building and decoration; for all in 
fresh gatherings and meetings, studious and joyous, Scottish 
or cosmopolitan, in new initiatives at home or afield. 


catchpenny press ♦ toronto ♦ 2019 


The gods and mysteries of a culture protect its goods and 
artefacts in the form of ornament: as a kind of visual spell. 


-Tom Phillips 


SPRING 




For the north wind on the sea 
Is fearless and elate; 

The ocean, vast and free, 

Is not more great. 

On the hill the south wind laughs 
Where the blue cloud-shadows flee; 
The west wind takes the mead 
With a ripple of glee; 


But the north wind on the deep 
Is the wind of winds for me;— 

Spirit of dauntless life, 

And Lord of Liberty! 

WILLIAM SHARP. 
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The yellow flowers come first, then the white and blue, the 
delicate rich purple of the grape hyacinth, the little blue 
veronica and milk-wort, violets, and the star-flowers of the 
wild strawberry. And in a single night, as it seems, a miracle 
is wrought. Every hedgerow breaks out into blossom, white 
and pink, and the almond orchards cover the land with a 
flush offender colour. 
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For now the anger of Demeter is stayed, Proserpina has 
returned from the kingdom of the dead, mother and 
daughter rejoice together. 



THE BANDRUIDH 1 

With woven green branches 
All of the quicken 
The Bandruidh waveth 
The soft Airs nigh. 


THE BANDRUIDH 

Come, air of the mountain, what news of the mountain, 
Does the green moss cling to the claw of the eagle ? 

THE MOUNTAIN AIR 

The green moss clings to the claw of the eagle. 

THE BANDRUIDH 

Come, air of the hill-slope, what news of the hill-slope, 

Does the red stag sniff at the coming of green ? 

THE UPLAND AIR 

The red stag sniffs at the coming of green. 

1 The Bandruidh: literally, the Druidess; commonly, the Sorceress; poetically, the 
Green Lady, i.e. Spring. 
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The last of the riches to be pillaged by fine artfrom 
ornament was its greatest treasure, abstraction. 


-Tom Phillips 









63 

and dreary loafer, there with the restless and careless tramp, 
rustic or urban, as his case may be. 

Or shall we try politics—permit a word or two of comment on 
points suggested by the newspapers of the day. Just as Oom 
Paul is a Boer, or Jameson a trooper, or John Burns a jour¬ 
nalist, or Mr. Labouchere a gamin, was not the great recent 
victory of Lords over Commons primarily the old victory of 
rustic over urban populations, that of slow but not silly 
peasants over smart but not wise mechanics and clerks and 
shop-keepers ? 

Next, why does the coalmaster or ironmaster, the master-weaver 
or master-smith change his politics as he becomes landowner 
and lord ? It is not primarily a change of Society; the man is 
not a mere snob: but he inevitably leaves the direct and simple 
rationality of the workshop for the cautious empiricism of the 
field; in a word, from artisan he has become peasant. Here for 
the first time he realises the vast complexity of human affairs 
and his own ignorance in dealing with them, and so his simple 
Liberal formulae, made in Birmingham, repaired in Newcastle, 
lose their old hold upon him. Little wonder that he lapses 
from grace—deplored by his successors in the party, until the 
call comes for them also to go up higher in their turn, and help 
him to let well (and ill) alone. 

So far, then, some outlines of interpretation of things as they 
are, that is, as they have grown, as they become; at another 
season we may think of things as they may be. 

PATRICK GEDDES. 
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Matter is ever circulating, in Summer most actively; energy 
is ever changing, in Summer most of all. Nothing is ever lost. 
The moistened dust and the quivering air become the grass, 
the grass the deer, the deer the huntsman, the huntsman the 
tiger, the tiger—with the aid of Bacteria—grass again. For 
so the world goes round, and, ‘after Last, returns the First, 
though a wide compass round be fetched.’ 
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To this the whole earth moves. The tiniest atoms dance to 
the measured beat. If we listen intently we can almost hear 
the invisible gathering and grouping of dainty crystal dancers, 
so delicate are the mystic echoes which the ether waves bear 
to us. The glorious golden sunlight is but a faster movement of 
the dance, which, when fevered, makes the cold earth warm. 
The magic spark, which can slay without a struggle, flows 
along a glittering thread, its potential thunderings reduced to 
a childish tap, tap: and thus it plays its part. 
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qui par cela meme respectera la foi des voisins et se fera toldrer 
en tolerant les autres. 

Inutile d’insister sur des conclusions qui se d^gagent d’elles- 
memes. Si la religion et la patrie, ces deux puissances, 
tendent k dliminer ce que la sottise humaine a glissd en elles 
d’exclusif, de violent, de haineux, pour ne conserver plus que 
ce que Dieu y a voulu mettre de force unifiante et dlevante, ou 
bien, en deux mots, si les patries peuvent cesser de se nuire et 
si les religions imparfaites peuvent s'absorber dans la religion 
vraie,— n’y a-t-il pas quelque raison de croire que la race 
humaine marche vers l’union? Et si, enfin, prendre con¬ 
science de ce progrfcs, en montrer les symptdmes, 
en faire ddsirer l’av&nement, cela peut aider k le 
promouvoir, pourquoi ne l’oserait-on pas? 

ABBE FELIX KLEIN. 









Ornament is the praise song of humankind to the world it 
has made in terms of the world that it found. It vivifies the 
manufactured world to make it one with nature. 


-Tom Phillips 
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Amid decay lies the best soil of Renascence: in Autumn its 
secret: that of survival yet initiative, of inheritance yet fresh 
variation—the seed; who wills may find, may sow, and in 
another Autumn also reap. 
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The north is growing darker now, and you leave the window 
for the fire. Its sparkle has a sweeter memory: and yet the 
prayer comes silently that when our winter time arrives it 
may be given us to slip into the eternal summer quietly as 
the snow falls. 



THE SONG OF LIFE’S FINE FLOWER 

AMALFI, March 1887. 

I 

"WHEREFORE OF JOY REMEMBERED 

Wherefore of joy remembered should I sing— 
Do any bells for bygone bridals ring ? 

For nesting joy of years and years agone ? 
Do the birds chant, upon the wheat a-swing ? 


Nay, sharp as joy-thrill breaks the sudden song, 
Cleaving the murmur of the cornland’s throng, 

For this glad morn, for these young ones that flit 
On balanced wing the summer flowers among. 


I sing because my love desires a lay— 

New as new bliss, and old as Love’s old May: 

I sing a song of love fresh-garnered 
From Love’s last volume, clasped in his old way. 



The binary system which governs information technology is one 
of the most ancient staples of ornamental practice, as is the 
mode of visual generation by pixels in mosaic and weaving. 


-Tom Phillips 


WINTER 









THE BIOLOGY OF WINTER 

ARGUMENT.—I. An appreciation of the full biological import of "Winter 
is not altogether easy for us, here and now. We must think of peoples with 
less artificial environment, of more wintry regions, and of Glacial Epochs. 

II. The Sagas of the Biology of Winter are to be found in such stories as 
those of the Sleeping Beauty and Balder. III. The astronomical facts bear 
out our vaguer impressions. IV. Reactions to the cold and scarcity of 
Winter are very variableflight, concealment, colour-change, and so on. 

V. Hibernation in its varying degrees is a common solution. VI. Yet to 
many death is inevitable, Winter is the time of intensest elimination. This 
affects not only individuals, but races. The tree of life grows, but it is also 
pruned. The only biological consolation is that the fruition of the tree has 
improved. 

I 

TRUE judgment as to the biological import of a 
Northern Winter is not altogether easy for us, 
/ % here and now. It is not easy for us, who are 

j' % cunning and far-sighted, clothed and fire-making 

A Jorganisms ; it is not easy here, for, in spite of our 
grumbling, a British Winter is usually a mild 
affair; it is not altogether easy now, for our worst winters are but 
far-off echoes of the Glacial Epoch, when Winter not only con¬ 
quered Summer, but remained victorious for Ages. Thus it is 
evident that to do Winter justice we have need to question the 
Lapps and Samoyedes and other dwellers in the Far North, 
or, where they have not voices, explorers like Nansen and 










A true appreciation of Winter was long since expressed in 
the story of the Sleeping Beauty ... the Princess was our fair 
earth with all its glow of life, her youth was Summer—often 
shadowed—the fatal spindle was the piercing cold, the spell¬ 
bound sleep was Winter’s long rest, the kiss that awakened 
was the first strong sunshine of Spring. The beautiful old 
story is literally one of the fairy-tales of Science! 
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For a season then it is the turn of a different mood of thought, a 
different mode of action which needs its corresponding expression 
also—different from the ‘Evergreen’ and complementary to it. 



THE BLACK MONTH 


I T is the Black Month—the Month of the Dead, the 
Month of those that do not come home, the Season of 
widows. 

Out upon the furrowed sea the wind swings in gusts 
and lifts the waves back into a mist of drifting spray: 
on the beaches the sweeping tides eat into the sand 
with huge devouring rushes. Sometimes there is driftwood 
flung ashore; sometimes, where certain currents meet and run 
landwards, it is other than driftwood that is flung up, pallid 
and terrible, a wet shapelessness upon the stretching beach, a 
horror dropping from the lip of the sea. A great grey bay, 
circled with distant cliffs of granite and sandhills cushioned 
with the dull green of salty grass; a bay so wide and silent 
that one is lost in it, in the largeness of its desolate curve, in 
the levels of sand and dune and water, under the vast of over¬ 
hanging sky. And between the long pale land and the 
advancing tide there stand the watchers—dwarfed, minus¬ 
cule, infinitely small and impotent, mere points of blackness 
against the grey—waiting, where the currents meet and run 
landwards, for those that the sea brings home. For the Black 
Month has its harvest and these are its fruits. 

Elsewhere there are others that watch and wait also. 

Wherever a cross lifts its grey arms up from the bordering 
cliffs and overlooks the sea; wherever a stone face, drooping, 
looks sightlessly out upon the blind world below, and the 


The whole recipe of art was present at its birth in ornament; 

form, line, tonality, material, disposition, colour. 


-Tom Phillips 
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A Riot of Type was produced during the summer of 2019 at 
Ryerson’s Centre for Digital Humanities by Reg Beatty, Emma 
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Types used: 

Warnock—Robert Slimbach, 2000 
VintageTypewriter One—Susan Townsend, 1994 
Hypnopaedia—Zuzana Licko, 1997 
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Not in books only... 

The yellow flowers come first... 
For now the anger of Demeter... 
Matter is ever circulating... 

To this the whole earth moves... 
Amid decay lies the best... 

The north is growing darker... 

A true appreciation... 

For a season then... 


Tom Phillips from The Nature of Ornament: A Summary Treatise 

-opening and closing images of tympans from the print shop at 
Mackenzie House Museum. 
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